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That thy unable spirit could not find aught,
In heaven's beauties or in earth's delight,
For likeness fit to satisfy thy thought:
But what hath it avaiTd thee so to write?

She cares not for thy praise, who knows not theirs;

It *s now an idle labour, and a tale

Told out of time, that dulls the hearer's ears;

A merchandise whereof there is no sale.

Leave them, or lay them up with thy despairs I
She hath resolv'd, and judg'd thee long ago.
Thy lines are now a murmuring to her ears,
Like to a falling stream which passing slow
Is wont to nourish sleep and quietness;

So shall thy painful labours be perused,
And draw on rest, which sometime had regard;
But those her cares thy errors have excused.
Thy days fordone have had their day's reward;

So her hard heart, so her estranged mind,
In which above the heavens I once reposed;
So to thy error have her ears inclin'd,

And have forgotten all thy past deserving,
Holding in mind but only thine offence;
And only now affecteth thy depraving,
And thinks all vain that pleadeth thy defence.

Yet greater fancy beauty never bred;

A more desire the heart-blood never nourisht;

Her sweetness an affection never fed,

W hich more in any age hath ever flourisht.

The mind and virtue never have begotten
A firmer love, since love on earth had power;
A love obscured, but cannot be forgotten;
Too great and strong for Time's jaws to devour;

Containing such a faith as ages wound not,
Care, wakeful ever of her good estate,
Fear, dreading loss, which sighs and joys not,
A memory of the joys her grace begat;